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CHAPTER Xi. T

Conward paused as he entered the
m. He had evidently not expected
fnd Elden there, but after a mo-

2 hesitation he nodded cordially

mgﬂ!’ of
{0 his partner.

wyimost ready, Miss Wardin?’ he
geked, cheerily. “Qur train goes in—"
ge tovk his watch from his pocket

and ¢ n=ulted it.

pDave's =ves were fixed on the girl
ge woul-red whether, in this testing
shie would fight for herself or
iv on him as her protector.
.+ reassured hing.

«[t makes no difference when it
goes, Nr. Conward. I'm not going on
" Her veice trembled nervously,
pot thers wias Do weakness in it. The

which Dave had given her was

mopey W
gqili crumipled in her hand. She ad-
sapced 10 v here Conward stood vague-

|y trying to sense the situation, and
pold the bills before him. “Here Is
wur woner. Mr. Conward,” she =said.
" “Vhr. what does this mean?”

«Hera is vour money. Wiil you
wka it, please?”
“xo, I won't take it until you ex-

plsin—"
she openad her fingers and the bills
il to the door. *“All right,” she said.
Conward’s eves had shifted to Dave.

oy are 4t the bottom of this, Elden,”
e said. “What does it mean?”
“Tr mexns, Conward,” Dave an-

wered, and there was steel in his
mice—"it means that after all these
sears I have discovered what a cur
ire—just in time to balk you, at
his instance.”
d flushed. but he maintained
de of composure. “You've
cking. Dave,” he said. *“I
oo harm to Miss Wardin.”
n't make me call you a liar as
cur.”
The word ecut through Conward’s
zesk of comiposure. “Now by God! T
that from any man!” he
douted, and with a swing of his arms
trew his coat over his shoulders.
Dgve made no motion, and Conward
@wly brought his coat back to posi-

¥ell 45 a

ral-

idke

‘I was right,” said Dave, ecalmly. “I
iew you wouldn’t fight. You think
wre of your skin than you do of your
boor. Well—it's better worth protec-
ton."”

‘If this girl were not here—" Con- '

wi protested. “I will not fight—"
*h, T will leave,” said Miss Wardin,
7 alaerity. “And I hope he soaks
op well,” she shot back, as the door
dsed behind her.

But by this time Conward had as-
fmed a superior attitude. “Dave,”
ksaid, “I won't fight over a quarrel
dthis kind. But remember, there are
¥me things in which no man allows
tither to interfere. Least of all such
inen as you. There are ways of get-
g back, and I'll get back.”

“Why such a man as me? I know I
Wven't been much of a moralist in
Wsiness matters—I've been in the
fing company for that—but I draw
tie lipe—"

‘Oh, you're fine stuff, all right.
et would your friend Miss Hardy
tisk if I told her all I know?”

"Tou know nothing that could affect
lis Hardy's opinion.”

T's wo bad your memory is so
Wr" Conward sneered. “Why were

ights off that night T passed your

“’«L‘Ifllh. I guess you remember! What
Wl Miss Hurdy think of that?”

For & moment Dave was unable to
ward's thought. Then his
¢l back to that night he
ain the country with Bert Mor-
“0.when on the brow of a hill he
;::r_-h.:;r} ._.3’.‘_ his lights that they might
h-_;fj: afwire the majesty of the
n:-""n That Conward should place
dhf‘i! imterpretation upon that inci-
. 'as a thing so monstrous, so al-
‘I:J-z'-'ih“r bevond argument, that Dave

back upon the basie human meth-

(i} 3 e .
&}'rp.er.arl for such occasions. His
i leaped

m forward, and Conward
"?_ml'l&‘d up before it.
‘iward lay stunned for a few min-

r:: then, with returning conscious-

=.m'h;" tried to sit up. Dave helped
E‘E*n“: t chair. Blood flowed down his
b, "0 @S he began to realize what
. "teurred it was joined with tears
“JEn, rage, humiliation.

:_;“"-"i k0t that one on me, Elden,” he
o &lter a4 while, “But it was a

"':f‘i'_‘. flow,  You hit me when I
:"jt] -'lfi,;-'. Very well. Two can
o Sdme. I'll hit when you're
e e . where you don't ex-
krj : -where you can’t hit back.
"ihi: _T=i"_.~:tuke you're playing for,
:‘mﬁ[_‘ “oing to spoll it.” He turned
. 4eh, bloody face to Dave's, and
Sol up in his eyes as he ut-
the threat,  “T'11 hit you, Dave,”
“where youn can’t hit
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" r the warning,” said El-
‘rene Hardy is to be the
vight, I'll sit in. And I'll

nk vou've won,” returned
rinzly, *“and then you'll
oo, T you didn't. Tl present
fye - *'ave, like that.,” He lifted
‘vl from an ash-tray and
"+ him,

public—on you and Miss Wardin.
Make your own explanations. And as
soon &8s you are able to be about our
partnership will be dissolved.”

Conward was ready enough to acdopt
Dave’s suggestion that their quarrel
should not come to the notice of the
public, and Gladys Wardin, apparent-
ly, kept her own counsel in the mat-
ter. In a time when firms were going
out of business without even the for-
mality of an assignment, and others
were being absorbed by their competfi-
tors, the dissolution of the Conward &
Elden establishment occasioned no
more than passing notice. The ex-
planation, “for business reasons,”
given to the newspapers, seemed suffi-
cient.

Irene Hardy found herself in a po-
sition of increasing delicacy. Since the
day of their conversation in the tea-
room Dave had been constant in his
attentions, but, true to his nitimatum,
had uttered no word that could in any
way be construed to be more or less
than platonic. She had now no doubt
that she felt for Dave that attachment
without which ceremonies are without

avall and with which ceremonies are
but ceremonies. And yet she shrank
from surrender. . . . And she kn»>w
that some day she must surrender.

The situation was complicated by
conditions which involved her mother
and Conward. It was apparent that
Conward’s friendship for Mrs. Hardy
did not react to Dave's advantage.
Conward was careful to drop no word
in Irene’s hearing that could be taken
as a direct reflection upon Dave, but
she was conscious of an influence, a
magnetism, it almost seemed, the
whole tendency of which was to pull
her away from Elden.

Mrs. Hardy had invested practically
all her little fortune in her house. The
small sum which had been saved from
that unfortunate investment had been
eaten up in the cost of furnishing and
| maintaining the home. Doctor Hardy,
in addition to his good name, had left
his daughter some few thousand dol-
lars of life insurance, and this was
the capital which was now supplying
their daily needs. It, too, would soon
be exhausted, and Irene was confront-
ed with the serious business of finding
a means of livelihood for herself and
her mother.

She discussed her problem with Bert
Morrison, with whom she had formed
| a considerable friendship. She won-
| dered whether she might be able to
lget a position on one of the newspa-

pers.

.l “Don't think of it,” said Bert. “If
lyou want to keep a sane, sweet out-
look on humanity, don't examine it too
closely. That’'s what we have to do in
the newspaper game, and that's why
| we're all cynics. Keep out of it.”

‘l “But I must earn a living,” Irene
! protested.

{ “Ever contemplate marriage?’ sald

|

q
(

“Ever Contemplate Marriage?” Said
Miss Morrison, With Disconcerting
Frankness.

Miss Morrison, with disconcerting
frankness.

The color rose in Irene’s cheeks, but
she knew that her friend was discuss-
fng a serious matter seriously. “Why,
¥es,” she admitted, “I have contem-
plated it; in fact, I am contemplating
it. That's one of the reasons I want
to start earning my living. When 1
marry I want to marry as a matter of
choice—not because it’s the only way
out.” :

“Now you're talking” said Bert.
“And most of us girls who marry as a
matter of choice—don’t marry. I've
only known one man from whom a-
proposal would set me thinking., And
he'll never propose to me—not now.
Not since Miss Hardy came West.”

. “QOh,” said Irene, slowly, ‘“I'm—I'm
80 sorry!” j

“It’s all right,” said Bert, looking
out of the window, *“Just another of
life’s little bumps. We get used to
them—in time. But you want a job.
Let me see; you draw, don’t you?”

“Just for a pastime. I can’t earn a
living that way.”

“I'm not so sure. Perhaps not with
art in the abstract. You must commer-
cialize it. If you, on the one hand,
can make a picture of the Rockies,
which you can’t sell, and, on the other,
can make a picture of a pair of shoes,
which you can sell, which, as a woman
of good sense, in need of the simoleons,
are you going to do? You're going to
draw the shoes—and the pay-check.
Now I think I can get you started that
way, on catalogue work and ad cuts.
Try your pencil on something—any-
thing =t all—and bring down a few
samples.”

So Irene’s little studioc-room began
to take on a practical purpose. It was
work which called for form and pro-
portion rather than color, and in these
Irene excelled. She soon found her-
self with as much as she could do, in
addition to the dnties of the house-
hold, as maids were luxuries which
could no longer be afforded and her
mother seemed unable to realize that
they were nct still living in the afflu-
ence of Doctor Hardy’'s income. To

pulse was to selze the
throat in his hands and
With a resolute ef-
to the telephone and
- Cerver,
B¢ Cirand a doctor to Conward
y o Hlee he said when he had
sirtd number. “Mr. Con- |
& % Leen hurt—fell against a
“iething. Nothing serious, |
1 a stitch or two,” Then,

lesg,

el

| house, as well as its support.

Irene, therefore, fell the work of the

But her sucecess in earaing a living
did not seem in the slightest degree
to clear the way for marriage. She
could not ask Dave to assume the
support of her mother; particularly
in view of Mrs. Hardy’s behavior

proud—""
arm to the shoulder, and the car had

now—I surrender.”

not? Why shouldn’t Conward marry
her mother? And what other purpose

to their home? Mrs. Hardy, although
no longer young, had by no means
surrendered all the attractions of her
sex, and Conward was slipping by the
period where a young girl would be
his natural mate. If they should
marry— Irene was no plotter, but it
did scem that such a mateh would
clear the way for all concerned. She
was surprised, when she turoed it

over in her mind, to realize that Con
ward had won for himself such a place

plate such a consammation as very
much to be desired. Subconsciously,
rather than from specific motive, she
assumed a still more friendly attitude
toward him,

Bert Morrison’s confession had, how-
ever, set up another very insistent
train of thought in Irene’s mind. She
realized that Bert, with all her show
Jf cynicism and masculinity, was
really a very womanly young woman,

into life that would make her almost
irresistible should she enter the maft-
rimonial market. And Bert and Dave
were already good friends; very good
friends indeed, as Irene suspected
from fragments of conversation which
either of them dropped from time to
time. Although she never doubted
the singleness of Dave’s devotion, she
somesimes suspected that in Bert Mor-
rison’s presence he felt a more frank
comradeship than in hers. And it was
preposterous that he should not Enow
that Bert might be won for the win-
ning. And meantime . . .

Another winter wore away; ancther
spring came rushing from the moun-
tain passes; another summer was
upon them, and still Irene Hardy had
not surrendered. A thousand times
she told herself it was impossible, with
her mother to think of—and always
she ended in indignation over her
treatment of Dave. It was outrageous
to keep him waliting . . . and some-
where back of her self-indignation flit-
ted the form—the now seductive form
—of Bert Morrison.

Irene Hardy chose to be frank with
herself over the situation. She had
not doubted the sincerity of her at-
tachment for Dave Elden; but, had
she experienced such a doubt, the en-
try of Bert Morrison into the drama
would have forever removed it. In
fairness she admitted that things
could not continue as they were. If she
continued to trifle with Dave Elden—

Yes, trifle. She would be frank.
She would not spare herself. She had
been trifling with him. . . . She would
lay her false pride aside. In the purity
of her womanhood, which he counld not
misunderstand, she would divest her-
self of all convention and tell him
frankly that—that—

She was not sure-what she would
tell or how she would tell it. She was
sure only that she would make him
know. At the very next opportunity.

It came on a fine summer’s evening
in late July, while Dave and Irene
drifted in his car over the rich ripen-
ing prairies.

Everywhere were fields of dark-
green wheat. already beginning to
glimmer with the gold of harvest; ev-
erywhere were herds of sleek cattle
sighing and blowing contentedly In
the cool evening air. Away to the west
lay the mountains, blue and soft as a
pillow of velvet for the head of the
dying day; overhead, inverted islands
of brass and copper floated lazily in
an inverted sea of azure and opal; up
from the southwest came the breath
of the far Pacific, mild and soft and
gentle,

“We started at the wrong end in our
nation building,” Dave was saying.
“We started to build cities, leaving
the country to take care of itself. We
are finding out how wrong we were.
Depend upon It, where there is a pros-
perous country the cities will take
care of themselves. We have been
putting the cart before the horse—"

But Irene's eyes were on the sunset;
on the slowly fading colors of the
cloudlands overhead. Something of
that color played across her fine face,
mellowing, softening, drawing as it
seemed, the very soul to cheeks and
lips and eyes. Dave paused In his
speech to regard her, and her beauty
rushed upon him, engulfed him, over-
whelmed him in such a poignaney of
tenderness that it seemed for a mo-
ment all his resolves must be swept
dway and he must storm the citadel
that would not surrender to siege. . ..
Only action could hold him resolute;
he pressed down the accelerator until
the steel lungs of his motor were
drinking power to their utmost capac-
ity and the car roared furiously down
the stretches of the country road.

It was dusk when he had burnt out
his violence, and, chastened and
spent, he turned the machine to hum
back gently to the forgotten city.
Irene, by some fine telepathy, had fol-
lowed vaguely the course of his emo-
tions; had followed them in delicious
excitement and fear and hope, She
sensed in some subtle feminine way
the impulse that had sent him roaring
into the distances; she watched his
powerful hand on the wheel ; his clear,
steady eye; the minute accuracy with
which he controlled his flying motor;
and she prayed—and did not know
what or why she prayed. But a color
not all of the dylng sunlight lit her
check as she guessed—she feared—
she hoped—that she had prayed that
he might forget his fine resolves—
that his heart might at last outrule
his head, .

In the deepening darkness her fin-
gers found his arm. The motion of the
car masked the violence of her trem-
bling, but for a time the pounding of
her heart would not allow her speech.
“Dave,” sshe sald, at length, “I want
to tell you that I think you—that we—
that I—Oh, I've been very selfish and
Her fingers had followed his

idled to a standstill. “I have fought
as long as I can. Dave. I—I always
wanted to—to lose, you know; and

Elden lost no time in facing the un-
pleasant task of an interview with
Mrs. dardy. It was even less pleas-

toward him, she could not ask that.l
She sometimes wondered if Conward—

ant than he expected.

in her regard that shé could contem- |

with just the training and the insight |

must tell you plainly that I wiil do all
I can to dissuade her. Ungrateful
child !I" she exclaimed, {n an outburst

could he have in his continuous visks | of temper, “after all these years to

throw herself away in an infatuation
( for a cow puncher when there are men
| like Mr. Conward—"
| *“Conward!” interrupted Dave.

“He has the manners of a-gentle
man,” she said, in a tone intended to
' be crushing.
| “And the morals of a coyote,” Dave
| returned hotly.
! *0O-0-0-h!” said Mrs. Hardy, in a low,
| shocked cry. That Elden should speak
| of Conward with such disdain seemed
| to her little less than sacrilege. Then,
| gathering herself together with some
dignity: “If you cannot speak re-
| spectfully of Mr. Conward you will
| please leave the house. I shall not
forbid you to see Irene; I know that
would be useless. But please do not
trouble me with your presence.”

When Dave had gone Mrs. Hardy
rang up Conward’s number.

“Oh, Mr. Conward !” she said. “You
know who is speaking? . . Yes.
| You must come up tonight. I do want

, to talk with you. I—I've been insult-
| ed—in my own house. By that—that
!Elden. It’s all very terrible. I can’t
| tell you over the telephone.”

| Conward called early in the evening.
| Mrs. Hardy had heard the bell and
| bustled into the room. She had not
| yet recovered from her agitation, and
made no effort to coneceal it.

“Come into my sitting room, Mr.
Conward. I am so glad you have come.
Really, I am so upset. It is such a
comfort to have some one you can de-
pend on—some one whose advice one
can seek, on occasions like this. I
never thought—"

“There, there,” he said. “You must
control yourself. Tell me. It will re-
lieve you, and perhaps I can help.”

“Oh, I'm sure you can,” she re-
turned. *“It’s all over Irene and that—
that—I will say it—that cow puncher.
To think it should have come to this!
Mr. Conward, you are not a mother, so
you can't understand. Ungrateful girl!
But I blame him. And the doctor. I
never wanted him to come West. It
was that fool trip, in that fool mo-
tor—"

Conward smiled to himself over her
unaccustomed violence. Mrs. Hardy
must be deeply moved when she for-
got to be correct. He had readily sur-
mised the occasion of her distress. It
needed no words from Mrs. Hardy to
tell him that Irene and Dave were en-
gaged. He had expected it for some
time, and the information was not al-
together distasteful to him. He had
come somewhat under the spell of
Irene’s attractiveness, but he had no
deep attachment for her. He was not
aware that he had ever had an abid-
ing attachment for any woman. Aft-
tachments were things which he put
on and off as readily as a change of
clothes. He planned to hit Dave
through Irene, but he planned that
when he struck it should be a deatk
blow. Their engagement would lend
a sharper edge to his shaft.

It may as well be set down that for
Mrs. Hardy Conward had no regard
whatever. Even while he shaped soft
words for her ear he held her in con-
tempt. To him she was merely a silly
old woman.

(TO BE COMTINUED NEXT WEEK)

Good Taste.

Good taste is the conscience of the
mind. Lowell's definition is compaect
of thought and is worth dwelling upon
Good taste is a trait we all agree in
valuing, though its meaning as a rule
Is rather vaguely felt; we urge its ecul
tivation and admire its exercise bul
the quality itself is generally less
analyvzed than desired.—Hartley Alex
ander.
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l Next to Steam Laundry
Matthews Street
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United States Railroad Administration
CHRISTMAS HOLIDAY TRAVEL
NORFOLK SOUTHERN RAILROAD
Owing to the anticipated large volume
of HOLIDAY TRAVEIL the IPublie is
earnestly requested to co-operate with
the Railroads with a view of relieving
as much as possible the congestion at
Ticket Offices and on trains.
To that end Tickess should be pur-
chased and Reservations made as far in
advance of actual date of departure as
possible.
On account of large volume of Parcel
Post, Mail and Express matter, check-
able baggage should be reduced to the
minimum in order to prevent dela‘ys.-adv.

NOTICE OF ADMINISTRATION
Having qualified as Administrator of
the late Willian H. Walton, I hereby
give mnotice to all persons indebted to
his estate to come forward and make
immediate settlement, and those holding
claims against the same to present them
for payment within twelve months from
the date of this notice, or it will be
pleaded in bar of their recovery.
JOHN WALTON

Administrator
December 8th, 1919
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Department of State
CERTIFICATE OF DISSOLUTION
To All to Whom These Presents May
Come: — Greetings:

WIHEREAS, It appears fo my satis-
faction, by duly authenticated record of
the proceedings for the voluntary disso-
lution thereof by the unanimous consent
of all the stockholders, deposited in my
office, that the Fairfield and Elizabeth
City Transportation Company, a corpor-
ation of this State, whose principal of-
fice is situated in the town of Fairfield,
County of Hyde, State of North Carolina
R. W. Jones beng the agent therein and
in charge thereof, upon whom process
may be served, has completed with the
requirements of Chapter 21, Revisal of
1905, entitled “Corporations,” prelimi-
nary to the issuing of this Certifcate of
Dssolution:

NOW, THEREFOxis, I J. Bryan
Grimes; Secretary of State of the State

“Irene is of age,” said Mrs. Hardy,

of North aCrolina, do hereby certify
that the said corporation did, on the

office a duly executed and attested con-
sent in writing to the dissolution of said
corporation, executed by all the stock-
holders thereof., which said consent and
the record of the preceedings aforesaid
are now on file in my said office as pro-
vided by law. =
IN TESTIMONY WHEREOF, I have
set my hand and affixed my official seal
at Raleigh, this 10th day of November,
A. D, 1919, :
J. BREYAN GRIMES
Secretary of the State
cD5-4¢ :

NOTICE OF ADMINISTRATION

Having qualified as Administrator of
the late John Simpson I hereby, give
notice to all persons indebted to his
estate to come forward and make im-
mediate settlement, and those holding
claims agtinst the same to present them
for payment within twelve months from

- -
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Good Gaited
SADDLE HORSES
AMULES
WORK HORSES
Saddies
and Double Harness
Sold by
C. MADRIN
313 Matthews Street
Elizabeth City, N. C.
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pleaded in bar of their recovery.
C. W. BROWN,
' Administrator
cNovember 5th, 1919.-6t

NOTICE OF ADMINISTRATION

Having qualified as Administratrix of

the late Isaiah Wheaton, I hereby give
notice to all persons indebted to his es
tate to come forward and make imme-
diate settlement, and those holding claims

against the same to present them for

payment within twelve months from the
date of this notice, or it will be pieaded
in bar of their recovery.

ROXANNA GRANDY,

Administratrix
ELS-NT-4t Clerk Superior Cou:.
October 29, 1919. NT-at

Country People

Are Cordially Invited
to make the

Alkrama Theatre

headquarters while in town
Saturday afternocons. Leave
youn bundles at our office;
use our phone. And if you
want to see a good show, we
run a specially good one

every Saturday afternon.

Alkrama Theatre

PROTECT YOUR EYES

The condition of one’s
health is largely depen-
dent upon their eyes.

An examination will de-

termine whether or not

vours are normal.

DR. J. W. SELIG

Optometrist
l 521 Main Street

| Dr. Wm. Parker

, Dentist
317 Hinton Building
Elizabeth City, N. C.

Phone 984

Aug. 813t

——

DR. JOHN H. BELL
Osteopathic Physician
326 HINTON BUILDING
Elizabeth City, N. C.
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essary technical knowledge.

O AND BUSINESS
- ¥

SHHORTITAN, NI ERSIT ¥,
=

WILL TRAIN YOU BY MAIL

You can take any course offered by this school by mail. We send a
typewriter, and complete equipment to your home, no matter where you ¢

There are thousands of positions open in the commerecial world and with
the Government for Bookkeepers, Stenographers, Typists and other of-
fice assistants. YOU can get one of these positions if you have the nee-
We have trained many thousands of young
men and women for such positions; we can train YOU.

"Address J. M. RESSLER, President
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Norfolk, Virginia

# Maine Grown

$) Street, Elizabeth City, N. C.

SRR

JUST RECEIVED:—
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WE PAY HIGHEST PRICES FOR

CORN, SOJA BEANS
and POTATOES

ALSO SELL GENUINE

$) can see sample at our office in front of ice plant, Water

G. W. PARSONS & SONS

SHINGLES

1 car Red Cedar Shingles
1 car 5 x 18 Best Cypress Shingles

O D AR

Seed Potatoes

\ >

Elizabeth City

Business College

THE SCHOOL THAT

STANDS FOR EFFICIENCY

ROBINSON BUILDING

Poindexter Street
Elizabeth City, N. C.

BT -._"Q';‘.. e e

LORRAINE HOTEL
Norfolk, Virginia
Hatel Service for Three Generations
Operated by the
Granby and Tazewseil Sts.

DODSON HOTEL CORP.

{ LYNNHAVEN |
i OYSTERS !

] When in Norfolk don’t forget
| BROWNE'S where you get the'

1 car 5 x 18 Juniper Shingles

LAMBERT BROTHERS
Elizabeth City, N. C. |
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217 Granby St.

i Norfolk Engraving Co.
Makers of Printing Plates i,

Norfolk, Va.

Shipments
| Solicited
My 16-1yr.

oysters with the tang o’ the

lsea, on the half shell or anyl
way you like ’em. i

IE. W. BROWNE;

113 Washington Street |
Opposite Pender’s

Norfolk, Va. - I

[

THE LATEST PATTERNS

IN WALL PAPER
7c Apiece, Gilt 10c Apiece

Window Shades, All Colors

SOXTL  vvivie sieioswses G5e, 80c and $1.25
B0390 . s aicse ey 80¢, 90¢ and $1.50
APTY cvi are s | it s e T e S VR $2.50
L e R N T 33.29
BRO0 <o v e e 1. $3.75
ERPRE, TIE | i aiaasinrmaietaleins aver sha e s 20
Floor Stains, gqt. ....ccvcuencnnss 63
THOMAS & MESSER CO.,
10-15 West Baltimore St
BALTIMORE, MD.
e e

“Exslionts Will Maln Yeur Malr Long, Too™

“Every woman ecan
have mice, lorz hair.””
says May Gilberr. "
hair has grown 28
inches long by using
your wonderful

[mEH‘m QUININE

POMADE
Don’t be fooled by fake Kink Removers.

m'tstniuhtm.zgur h::'r 2::!:‘] it“: soft E:-n’d?
long. Our pomade removes dandruff, feeds the
roota of the hair and makes it grow long and

dmn::tk: E;ela:.t:‘lslkln Beautifier, an
3 'or dar, Ji
treatment of skin tmu!?l‘;atkln. Vet

PRICE OF EACH 25c IN STAMPS OR COIN
AGENTS WANTED EVERYWMNERE

hmmm MEDICINE C0,, Atianta, Ea.

COFIRIGHT
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| ODELL BROS.

COMMISSION MERCHANTS
We Sell Products from the Farm.

Norfolk, Va.
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